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and Auntie 'Thel's' nice home. You'll soon see Auntie 'Thel,'
won't she, Mr. Quirm? And then	"
But Uryen had such a sardonic expression in his dead eyes
when she caught his glance that she stopped abruptly.
"No, not the workhouse exactly, darling," he said, "but
your mother's quite right in calling it a 'home/ We call a place
a 'home' where people live whose play doesn't suit the rest.
But you and Gwendolly will be all right here. He won't hurt
you any more than I will; but I ought to warn you	"
Here he straightened his back, looked significantly at Wizzie,
and jerked his thumb in the direction of his neighbour's house.
"There's been a fine rumpus in there this morning," he whis-
pered. " Thel1 had to fetch Nance, so as to	"
But Thuella herself emerged now from the second Glymes
house in her studio-smock, and rushing to Wizzie embraced her
with ardour. "And who is this? And what is here?" she cried
when she released her.
But Wizzie, resolute not to enter into further explanations
till she was alone with her friend, offered her hand to her
rescuer, thanked him for his help over the cows, and added
airily: "If I can 111 look in on Nance, tell her, before I go;
but you know how it is when a person's with 'Thel.' It's hard
to tear yourself away I"
"Oh, you lovely thing!" cried Thuella, surveying her friend's
attire and touching its grey flounces with the tips of her fingers.
"I must give you one more kiss before we go in. Don't let's keep
you, Uryen. I know Nance is in the kitchen getting tea."
Mr. Quirm obediently moved to his own door but made no
bones about turning round when once his fingers were on the
handle, to throw upon the whole little group, even down to the
sacred scrap of paper cradled in Lovie's lap, a look that Thuella,
in the act of embracing her friend, missed altogether, but that
Wizzie, who was the passive one, and whose eyes wandered to
the man as the girl kissed her, intercepted with a glow of satis-
faction.
"He wouldn't mind," she said to herself, as she lifted Lovie
from her carriage, "doing that to me! He likes me. I believe
he likes me more than 'Thel'!" She held her child tightly by the
hand as she followed Thuella into the house, while the child
herself held more tightly still in her hand what had once been a
piece of writing-paper, taken from a box with a picture of Shake-

